THE GREEN ISLAND: MEN OF OMAN

wholesale Indian merchants in Zanzibar. If they were lucky in their
choice of design the kangas would sell well. But where one succeeded
ten would fail to tickle woman's fancy,

What a rustling of stiff silk there was as the Binti Jumas climbed the
steps into the bungalow! They were enveloped from head to foot in black
cloaks with thin silk veils over their faces. Beneath die cloaks peeped
out coyly white trouser legs with saucy frills above the ankle. With a
clatter of bangles and necklaces they threw their cloaks aside as they settled
themselves on the sofa in the safety of the drawing-room, displaying rows
of closely-braided plaits from brow to nape of neck, and half a dozen
tightly twisted pigtails beneath. They had copied from the Swahili the
ugly fashion of piercing their ears and enlarging them with close-wound
jrolls of coloured paper glittering with gold and silver tinsel, Their noses
were adorned with small gold studs. They crumbled their cake and sipped
their tea, chatting and laughing for an hour or so like inconsequent painted
sparrows. Panya had a way of giving invitations to "come up and see
me some time" in Mae West style, but die return parties were rather prim.

Sometimes I was asked to spend the week-end at Mkanjutii where I was
given the best bedroom which occupied die Liwalfs top storey* The
veranda in front was an excellent vantage point for watching the activities
of the litde community. The children of the family and those of the
''slaves" played happily together on the open wanja, as the bare space in front
of the house was called. Biubwa and Zamzam were quite without shyness
and climbed up to talk to me, to bring me jasmine flowers, or look for a
sweet. Sometimes at night there were wonderful ngomas (dances). The
Hwali was a great believer in massage and once or twice he made me suffer
the ministrations of one of his female slaves, a skilled masseuse. While
I lay on the bed having my joints kneaded, he and Bwana 'Abdulla would
sit on chairs and tell the masseuse where to pummel next. The three of
us had lunch together on the back veranda with a view over the tops of the
dove trees falling away to the valleys beneath. The speciality of the
house was saffron pilau, and the great mountain of yellow-dyed rice con-
cealed plentiful pieces of chicken, raisins, onions and other gamishings,
I ate better pilaus at Mkanjuni than anywhere.

On Sunday afternoons we went for walks and once Bwana 'Abdulla
took me to the top of Pagale hill, just a short distance from Mkaajuri It
is only 281 feet high, but that is a lot for Pemba, and after Zanzibar, Pemb
gave the impression of being a hilly country, for Zajtmbat is a$ flat as the
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